make your personal apologies to His Majesty. For the
rest, I rather admire your wife's spirit. You can sit out the
first course with us and then slip away. You're sitting
next to an old friend so I am sure she will excuse you."
The fashionable dinner hour fortunately was earlier in
those days, and at ten-thirty that evening my wife and I
found ourselves walking arm in arm up and down the
dock at Monte Carlo, both doing our be# to pretend we
were a little more cheerful than we were. The Franconia
tug was lying alongside and presently a little group of
Elsie's friends came hurrying towards us.
" Elsie, dearest, you will have to come. This is the
last tug and the master wants to get off."
" But, my dear/' Elsie protested, " I can't come yet.
My luggage hasn't arrived ! I never had any idea that
you were sailing so early."
There was a babble of conversation.
" How far away is your villa ? " an officer of the tug
enquired.
" It's on the Cagnes golf-links," I told him, " about
thirty-three kilometres away. The maid left here two
hours ago by car and she only had one trunk to pack and
some oddments to put together. The car must be back
directly."
" I can only wait another ten minutes," the officer
said firmly. " They are very strict about time here and
the tide will be against us after midnight. We shall be
leaving the dock at once."
" Well, my wife can't go without her clothes," I
observed a little hopefully.
Watches were produced, everyone wanted to know
exactly how far the villa was away and what horse-power
car we had. Passers-by became interested and mounted
the stone wall to get a better view of the mountain road
down into the Principality. At last the captain of the tug
came over to the side and summoned me,
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